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FRESH WATER, OH! 


During the recent severe and prolonged frost, water was, as you all know, scarcely obtainable, therefore it must be admitted that Poor Pa’s idea in 
hawking it from door to door was a britliant one; in fact, he is at present rolling in wealth, haviny realised from his yreat scheme, in profits alone, the 
magnificent sum of 4s. 74d. Already is he babbling of horses, and chariots of gold, and should another long frost set in, he intends, I believe, purchasing 
the Albert Palace, the Dogs’ Home, Newgate Prison, and other places of public resort, and dedicating them to the use of Londoners generally.”’—Toorste. 


AND THUS THE WORLD WAGS. A MURDERED MADMAN. 


—_~— 


JOSEPH ESTORET, late Mavor of Villers-eur-Erquery, was 
the manager of a farm at that place which belonged to the 
directors of the Clermont J.unatic Asylum, and was used 
for the reception of the strongest and most docile of the 
patients, who were set to work in the fields—a course of 
treatment which had effected many cures. The rest of the 
staff, it is asserted, were, as a rule, humane in their usage of 
the poor lunatic labourers, though the facts of this case 
point to a contrary conclusion, There was, however, no 
donbt about Estoret, who was a violent and brutal man. 

On the 3rd of March, 1880, Appert, a poor creature usually 
very easily guided, was being abused by one of the keepers, 
when he suddenly flew into a furious rage and seized the man 
by the throat. Estoret, coming up with a cane, fell upon 
Appert and broke it to pieces over his shoulders, The other 
keepers then, in a body, seized on the lunatic, thumping 
and pummelling him, and dragging him towards the cold 
shower-bath, On their way Estoret, with a wooden fork, 
struck him repeatedly with great fury, and at one of these 
Wows Appert uttered a piercing scream, His arm had been 
broken by the ruffian, 

a one of his deters Hint the eras oratay was 
“Tut.” said the Chery ¢ W.,as he trudged mourn- While the Cheery Optimist, on reaching his own nest, feet plunged into the bath, and the cohi water poured down 
Al teon confiding his eee en erernell funpeee, devoutly wished heaven —_ attempted to apologise to eee autraged Mrs. c.0. far lope py upon him. Dat the fearful condition to which he was ow 

reduced obliged his torturers to call for the assistance of @ 


"stand it for? Why, if my wife was to come any had furnished him with the pluck dinner waiting at least a minute and a half. But it was of no avail, } 
Ney-pauky with me—* of some men,— and he got it hot for the remainder of the evening. Keeper, who dressed his wounds with brandy and camphor 
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During several days Appert, though he wasin horrible sufferings, 
received no other care. They did not take him into the intirmar 
nor send for the village doctor, and five days later he was in suc 
adeplorable state that Estoret declared his intention of taking him 
to the madhouse at Clermont, having been threatened by the 
keeper, who had charge of the sufferer, that he would tell all to the 
director if he did not do so, Estoret, therefore, put a horse to his 
tilted cart, ordered Appert to get in,and drove away. Some village 
people were looking on, and among them a gamekeeper, who 
pointed out that Estoret was not going the right road, but had 
turned off towards some clay-pits, 

Iu an hour's time Estoret returned inan excited state to say that 
the madinan had escaped into the woods, A message was sent to 
Clermont, and for several days the gendarmerie searched the 
country round, bat without success, Three otuer men were search- 
ing. but silently and stealthily. 

One of these men was Leclereq. When he heard that Appert 
had eseaped on the road to Clermont, he followed the wheei-ruts 
of the cart on the soft ground of the other road up to the clay-pits, 
where he saw distinctly in the middle of the road the impression 
of a naked foot, Close to it the road bore the appearance of some 
heavy body having been rolled and dragged on it. Tien all signs 
suddenly disappeared, as though the body had been lifted into the 
cart. The cart had then proceeded on its way, and agaiu stopped 
in front of a pit used for the preservation of potatoes, 

There, for the time, he ended his search; but three days later 
another keeper (gardr-champét re), called Cheneaux, told him that 
he had seen Batoret stop betore the potato-pit and get out of the 
cart, carrying a shovel, and that, mounting on the roof, he had dug 
up some of the earth round the ditch or drain, From the window 
of his farm, from which he watched this scene, he had not been 
able to follow the details, owing to the rapidly approaching dark- 
ness, Next morning, however, with a third keeper, he made a 
search, without result. 

The three men, aftera talk, were, however, certain in their own 
minds that murder had been committed. For twenty days the 
search was secretly made, at the end of which time, with the aid of 
a sounding-rod, some soft object was discovered. The director of 
the asylum, accompanied by ssorat and the three keepers, went 
to the spot, and Estoret, using a lony, thin stick, probed the ditch, 
“You see,” said he, “there is nothing.” Buta keeper snatched the 
stick from him, “You haven't searched here,” he cried, and 
directly a naked foot was unearthed. It was Appert's corpse. 
Round the throata rope was tied. The madman had been strangled. 
“Tam lost!" screamed Estoret, and fled. He, however, shortly 
afterwards surrendered, and when tried and sentenced to penal 
servitude for life, he wept as he tottered from the dock, 

* * * * e e 
Ome Noos, 

jamm sik off this bisniss off eveleeni er sikspense. 

Ant iggin av pai a visitt with a brume andel, ann giv itt billiam 
propper. wen sue av gorn wile i wors a smilin with mi bak tern tu 
linm, @ lett ti with bofe boots, 

iamm note the boi i wos, 

(Newt weck, “ The Press Gang.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough ta contain the 
contributions submitted, Do vot incloes loose stamps, 


Forward us the cutting, Ancuin: We shall be obliged indeed, 
Thank you very much, MUSICIAN, But thers isn't any need. Most 
unfortunate, Miss KELLY; Not the slightest use tous. Thanke, 
we'd rather not, MEDALLION; SLOPER doesn't like a fuss. You 
must ask another, MAUDIE. Really, DICK, we cannot say. SLOPER 
hasn't had ‘em lately; Write agatn another day. Are yon serious, 
AN ARTIST? SLoPER dovsn't think you are. That's the sort of 
thing, RuDUMBO, That we are compelled tu bar, Many thanks 
for letter, JOHANN, From your far and distant land, AULy 
dovsn't want them, BARDIST, You must really understand, Quite 
e@ fortune, WALTER HAKETY: You're indeeda lucky man, We'd 
vblige you gladly, MILLER, But we don't sec how we ean. 

—— 
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The Largest Circulation of any Mlustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d. ; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.LOC8 peyable to GinBert DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET Street, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Kuve DE LA BANQue. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Lailway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLOPER's HAL¥-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoper’s HALE - HOLIDAY” is 
published argues the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


THERE is nothing in life like having a thoronghly real romantic 
attachment, Jones had one when he left in his will that when he 
died that his only tombstone should be oue of Lucinda’s hairpins 
with his epitaph written on one of her odd curl-papers twirled 
round it, ee 

* 


Spoofby (fumbling in his breast pocket). Now, if you can 
appreciate a really tine cigar, Javson, [ve got—— 
Jayson (eagerly). My dear fellow, Um just dying for a smoke. 
Spoofby (continuing), Uve got the address of a fellow here 
somewhere who keeps sume of the fiuest brands on the market, 
* 


s 
“OH! what shall I call the Vacation?" 
The barrister angrily cried ; 
Then, after some consideration, 
“One Bar's rest,” the musician replied. 
* 
* 

THERE are some men who seem to have no sense of decency 
whatever, We know of one good creature who actually takes a 
delight in polishing up his mother-in-law’s false teeth with the 
golden hairs that he collects from the shoulder of his opera 
patetot, 8 

* 


Rovseyman, Yea, my dear, Brown insisted upon me going home 
to dinner with him to be introduced to his wife. I couldn't very 
well refuse, could [2 

Mrs, B. Hardly, dear, What's she like? Does she dress well? 
Is 1: a good house? Do they live ina nice neighbourhood? 

Bovseyman, Nice neighbourhood? No, beastly. Not such a 
thing as a public-house within two miles. 


ALLY SLOPER'’S 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 457.--The * Pant mime Robby" Costu 


“Ol ves! St. Anthony was one of 
SLOVEWS ancestors, “Didu't you 
know that 7" 


See 


A NOVEL IDEA. 
(Dedicated to advertixers generally.) 


Wife. There's poor ma on the ice by herself, an-] it’s thawing hard. She might 


be drowned. 
Brute. No such luck, 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Grousetters. 


Parent, Those, Angustus, are 
the members of the band. 


Anguaius, Oh, I know—Ban- 
dicti! 
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(Saturday, January 28, 1893, 


Bachelor. My opinion is that women are far superior to men. 
They are possessed of fine feelings, which we have not. They all 
have a love of the beautiful—— ' ; w 

Benedict (interrupting). Vm hanged if my wife has. Youshould 
have heard the row she kicked up a few weeks ago because I 
engaged a pretty girl cashier, 9 


Brown, It's awfully awkward having tc wear dress-clothes, 

Robinson. Do you think so? 1 like them. 

Brown. Oh, they're ali right at night! but they're so thunder- 
jnyly conspicuous in the early morning if you happen to miss the 
Just train, *.° 


“Dip he love her?) Why, I should think he did. Why, he 
squeezed her so hard that the gold of her last pancake locket was 
absolutely buried in her stay-busk, and she couldn't get anything 
like value for it until she had burnt it over the paraftin lamp and 
cullected the molten metal on her curl-my-friz tongs.” 


* 
THE greatest error Nature made 
When man was brought to light, 
Was giving him two hands to feed 
Aud but one mouth to bite. 


Foreigner, Ah, mais, she is vot you Zrlandaise. Irish, ees she 
nu? 

Friend, No; 1 believe she’s English, Why? ' 

Foreigurr. Ah, you no comprend, You call de Irishers Paddy, 
n'est ce pas? Vell, she ces paddyed, ees she not ?—so she vas Jrlan- 
daisc, \rish. ** [Quelles bétes ces Anglais, 

s 


Bragger. 1 don’t want anything for nothing! I always pay for 
what | have. 

Brown, So you always have what you pay for? 

Bragger, Youmay rest assured of that, sir. E 

Brown, Indeed! “Then you never buy grocer’s fresh butter, 


pure coffee ground, or public-house beer. 
ss 


THE Old ‘Un is sometimes wrong in his calculations. He 
thought that Greenwich mean time meant when nobody would 
stand a drink unless they went Tommy Dodd for it all round, 
This is the real double-breasted truth, 

ss 
. 

Customer, Now, look here, Mr. Snipson, at this bill of mine 
you've sent me, Don't you think, now, you could manage to 

nock something off? " : ‘ 

Tailor (after looking it over), Well, yes, sir, T think perhaps we 
might—— Here, brown (calling to c’erk), just take Mr, Feathers 
ley’s account into the office and knock off “ With compliments,” 

o* 
s 

“No.” said Tottie Hyflyer, indignantly, “IT might have stood his 
shabbiness, or even his meanness in taking me into a wretched 
omnibus: but dock my screw next ‘treasury’! if everybody didn't 
mistake him for the conductor when he got up, aud commence to 
fuse wbuut after their fares. ° 


Rowlong (on the gas). Eating, my dear sir, is simply a matter of 
habit. Now, take myself, for instance. 1 have tasted nothing since 
the day before yesterday, and yet-—— 

Smith (interrupting). Oh, what_a whopper! Why, I saw you 
putting away a steak at the Gaiety Restaurant only yesterday, 

Bowlong. 1 beg to say, sir, that what | stated is the trath. [did 
catasteak yesterday, | must admit, but 1 had such a cold in the 
head that I did not taste it at all, 

* 


. 
WHEN some fair Iudy sets about 
‘To captivate a new man, 
With frown and smile and pleading pout, 
She proves herself a woo-man, 


But if her wiles do not avail, 
And she, alas! gets no man, 
Yon may be sure she will not fail 
To prove herself A woe-mnan, 

. 


Johnny. When | grow up Im going to be a soldier, like my 
uncle Tom, 
Charlie, \ shall be an officer, like my papa. 
Johnny, Garn!t vour dad nin’t no ofticer. 
Charlie. Yes, ie is. Why, he goes to the office every day. 
ss 


s 
Consoling Friend, What made you ery so when vou saw the 
tombstone, dear! IT should have thought you'd have been glad to 
get rid of him. 
Disconsvlate Widow, So 1 thought, dear, until | read his epitaph, 
I didn’t know till then what a good man he had been, 
s-? 


s 

Snipper. TL think Leatherlungs is a magnificent speaker. 

Snapper, Bosh! 

Snipper, Why, he commands the attention of his listeners, 

Snapper, Yes; but he don't get it. 

6 
* 

HERE isa new thing in the puzzle line, for the correct reply to 
which ALLY SLOPER will offer the usual reward of the virtuous: 
Why is it that when travelling in an ordinary railway carriage, 
when an easterly wind is blowing, that some fool always wants the 
window down ; while if you are riding in a smoking compartment 
in fine weather some idiot generally prefers it up? 

ss 


s 

Clerk (reading letter). Mr. Nardup is very sorry, but he hasn't 
had time to send the amount of our little account, 

Shopkeeper, Oh, hasn't he? Humph! I think that this is a ease 
where the old proverb comes in, and “time” is “ money.” Put 
him into court, ee 

s 


She, Upon my word. T call him positively ugly—valgar in the 
extreme. And [ thought you told me he was such a man of 
refinement? 

He, Sv he is; he's a sugar refiner, don't you know. 

-* 


* 
Puddler, Can 1 see the master of the house? 
Mrs, Greymare (fiercely), Just you look at me, my man, I'm 
master here, 
Puddler (calmly opening his wallet), Just so, sir. Allow me to 
show you a pair of the patent everlasting braces, 


. 

THEY say that “silence is golden,” 
I hardly think that this is true; 
There's the mute, inglorious oyster, 

He's always in some broil or stew. 


= 
Impulsive Daughter. Everybody | mect congratulates me upon 
my engagement, father, 
Brutal Parent, Al! how nice of them. What a lucky thing it 
is they don’t know Frederick. « 
. 


A MAN may deceive himself, when he comes home from the 
club smoker, that someone has drilled halfa hundred or go of 
keyholes in his hall door; but he can't deceive his “oid duteh,” 
to the extent of making her believe that he’s been only taking the 
chair at a meeting for the supply of Persian sherbet to the l'iji 
Islanders, ae 

s 


Spaenyman. Is it such a dreadful ordeal, asking a girl to marry 
you 

Benedict. Ordeal! Not a bit of it, my bor. You may make a bit 
of a muddle of it when you start, but if the girl cares for von at 
all, depend upon it she'll very soon help you over the stile the 
moment she understands what you're driving at. 
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Saturday, January 28, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE MARYLEBONE. 


—— 


WHAT «® great pity it will be if the Marylebone Theatre 
should change iuto a music-hall, There are quite theatres enough 
built already, 
without count- 
ing those 
building or go- 
ing to be built. 
But then,won't 
there soon be 
too many 
dnusic-halls ? 

Already they 
are fairly well 
otf for music- 
halls round 
and about 
those parts, 
and the Mary- 
lebone Theatre 
is some little 
distance from 
the main read, 
1 have seen on 
a Saturday 
night there, 
with a touring 
company in 
melodrama, no 
Beats vacant, 

/ In the news- 
Bluff King Hat: papers — lately 
HakRY CRANE. we have hada 
long list of 
celebrities who from time to time have been associated with the old 
house before it passed into the manugement of Mr. H. Gascoigne. It 
was opened asa penny theatre in 1842, and frequented by gangs of 
boys and girls, and up to the spring of 1847 it was impossible for a 
theatre to be more struggling and obscure than it was. But in the 
autumn of 1847 it was thoroughly cleaned and renovated, and 
opened with the “legitimate drama” under the management of 
Mrs. Warner. The theatre was luxuriously decorated before and 
behind, and the dressing-room of Mrs. Mowatt, a beautiful 
American actress, was arranged with exquisite taste. A ball and 
supper on a gorgeous scale were given on the stage the last night, 
at which a ballet-dancer barely escaped being burnt to death, 

From the Marylebone, the lessee, Walter Watts, went to the 
Olympic, kept carriages and horses, a villa at St. John’s Wood, and 
na houseat Brighton, yet no one knew that all the while he was but 
aclerk at the Globe Insurance Oftice, which he had robbed of 
#70.000, He was sentenced to ten 
years transportation, but hanged 
himself in Newgate, 

I could not help telling you this 
strange, grim story, which [ only 
read this morning in D. Morier 
Evan's deeply - interesting book, 
“ Facts, Failures,and Frauds,” Bat 
now | want to tell you all about 
William Muskerry’s pantomime, 
Little Red Riding Hood; or, 
Hariequin Bluff King Hal, and 
Werne the Demon Hunter of 

Windsor Forest. A strong title, 
surely ; but there are more his- 
torical parties treated of if you go 
into details, To begin with, there 
are Anne Boleyn, the Duke of Rich- 
mond, the Earl of Surrey, the Mar- 
quis of Marylebone, Lord Padding- 
ton, the Fair Geraldine, Boy Blue, 
Cherry Blossom, and Granny Grog 
Blossom. And, besides these, are 
there not Tommy Green, Johnny ‘ 
Stout, the Little Nipper, Fenwold, 
Marwood, the Fairy Fairstar, 
Zarniel, Zig-zig and Zozu? to say 
nothing of Mother Shipton, Mother 
Goose, Mother Hubbard, Mother 
Redcap, Mother Carey, Mother 
Trot, Mother Seigel, Mother-in- 
Law, the goose with the golden 
eggs, the cat, the dog and the 
chicken. 

A brave’show, you must allow, 
Mr. Muskerry gives us the story. 
as he drolly says, “in prose an 
worse,” but it is quite as good as any of his previous successful 
efforts, which is saying a good deal. Bluff King Hal, already 
married to Anne Boleyn, falls in love with Little Red Riding 
Hood, who he determines to away with, in spite of Anne and 
Herne the Huntsman, or rather Demon Hunter, a terrible person- 
age, well played by Mr. John Henderson, The Court, also, are 
very much scandalised by Hal's proceedings, and so the monarch 
at last resolves on appointing her as a Maid of Honour. 

All the scenes in which Herne appears cause a great deal of 
amusement, so do also those in which Red Riding Hood and her 
tipsy old Grandmother take part. Alice Metcalf makes so charm- 
ing a heroine, no wonder Hal is deeply smitten by her charms ; but 
he has a rival in Boy Blue, niarved with much spirit and vivacity 
by Norrie Brandon, Harry Crane, [| should have told you, is the 
King, and gets an immense lot of fun out of his part, in which 
there are plenty of opportunities; the audience in one scene, 
Where the monarch has been out on the spree, and is much the 
worse for liquor, giving the audience great delight. The dancing, 
and that of Isabel 
Gibbs especinily, is 

P Edward 


Red Riding Hood : 
ALICE METCALF, 


Boy Blue: NORRIE BRANDON, ' 


J. Collings and F. 
Read Tommy Green 
and Johnny Stout, 
Barry Parker is 
responsible for the 
scenery, which is 
bright and _ pretty. 
There is a_ bustling 
harlequinade, the 
great Joe Ethardo 
playing clown, Reed 
poore eet and 
narlequin and 
columbine, as_ they 
always should be, 
by girls, Collins and 
Gibbs; whilst the 
Ethardo Troupe are 
sprites, they having 
also lent much spirit 
to the early part ot 
the performance. 
Tommy Green: Tommy Stout: The name of the 
J. COLLINS. F. ReEp,  transformationscene 
ya; p is the Home of the 
, sv. one which struck me as being peculiarly applicable to Poor 
‘'* private residence, and he has been out this morning with the 
‘ddeeryand has yot up THE, but on such a large scale we cant 
“OW he Cau get in more of daisy than the first letter, 


GrannG roablossom: 
Alrite Rica, 


toy 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF=-HOLIDAY: 


A HUMBLE PRAYER. 
Deak girls, of every size and age, 
We tamely stood the huge bird-cage, 
And only had a little grumble, 
For men are very, very humble, 
But now, in 1893, 
We pray upon our bended knee 
That your dear forms may ne'er be seen 
Distigured by a crinoline, 
—— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing vhserrations and Joot notes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XLII 
FAREWELL, 

As I write these words I can hear the curtain rustling down on 
this part of a not altogether uneventful life. Your Old Man has 
his faults, but for the matter of that, who has not his faults?) A 
man may, occasionally, when he has had one or two over the mark, 
try to kick down a lamp-post ; still, for all that, he can respect that 
which is upright although his cranium may be bumped a little 
extra because it is upright. | ecan't say that | have lived without 
friends, or that my friends would be glad to live without me, 

(U will say this for the Old ‘Un, that better company you can't 
have ; better coves, according to the tract and teapot line, there 
may be, but better company you cant have than A,S, He may 
have had a few tints shoved into him more than he need have 
done, but that ain't altogether his own fault; everybody tries to 
ram as much “ Unsweetened” into the Eminent as he can well 
carry, and men who are forced to carry too much “ Unsweetened" 
are a little bit overweighted as to carrying responsibilities and all 
games of that surt.—MCGOOSELEY.) 

As regards my wife, | have always endeavoured to treat her as 
an old witch should be treated. may have stopped out a bit 
later than other blokes. | may have shifted a little more refresh- 
ment than I should have done, and sometimes have stood a round 
or two when I ought to have had a licking in a round or two for 
not thinking of the near-by water-rate which had not been clawed 
together—I beg your pardon ! 

(With all his faults | don't know that I should care to swap my 
Ally with any Salvation Army Field-Marshal going. “ Unsweet- 
ened” may have occasionally been his bane, yet a sweeter tempered 
old rampaging scally wag never lived. When he has woke up in the 
morning with a head on him like a sphiux, he has always been 
good-tempered, and tries to enjoy his mustarded bloater as 
well as he could ; and if | have persuaded him with umbrellas, and 
now and again twirled the ugly copper stick, still he never as 
much as rounded on me in the least.—Mrs, SLOPER.) 

As to my children, if | have not set the example of a Prince 
Albert or General Booth mixed, | have always tried to make them 
as happy as I could, and | believe that, with all my faults, they are 
proud of their bald-headed, red-nosed and well-known pater, 

(Not me; | wouid never hear a word spoken againt my pa by 
anybody. Many’s the night he has waited patiently for me out- 
side the stage door, when I have come out as cross as a crocodile fed 
on seidlitz powders, because | have not had a hand from the stalls, 
and yet he has always hada smile on his mouth, though he may 
have had a smile or two in it too many before he found his way 
there, He has been a good pa all round.—ToorTsiE.) 

My friends, I trust that I am not altogether an Ananias in 
calling myself the Friend of Man, I shake hands with you all 
round in the rn “ Unsweetened” or otherwise, but with the 
spirit of a would-be kindly heart. McGooseley, I forgive you your 
idle gibes, [kv Mo, the memory of the palmed-off stump of fifteen 
years ago shail vanish. Evelina, | clasp you to my manly bosom, 

ardi, Tottie, and atl the rest of you naughty little pee girls, I 
kiss my handstoyou. Forthe present the Old Man makes his bow, 

Standing in the doorway of Sloper Hall, he takes off his hat, and 
when he retires into the seclusion of the back parlour, it will be 
with a long clay in his hand, but with some little moisture in his 
eyes aa well as warmth in his heart, as he thinks of the many 
friends who wilt ever wish him well. 

THE Enp., 
ges 


A WARNING TO WAGS. 
THERE was once a youth living at Leicester, 
Who was almost the champion jeicester, 

And with fooling and funning, 

And meaningless punning, 
His friends and relations he'd peicester. 
Now he loved a young iady named Heicester, 
Who lived in the city of Cheicester, 

And the dream of his life 

Was to make her his wife, 
So one evening he fondly addreicester, 
But when for an answer he preicester, 
She said he did not intereicester, 

And replied with a frown, 

“T won't marry a clown, 

And a long honeymoon 

With a simple buffoon 

1 couldn't quite stand.” 

Then she clenched her small hand 

With a militant air 

And a withering stare, 
And requested him not to moleicester, 


——_>—__. 


SOMETHING LIKE DISTRESS. 


“THERE!” ejaculated young Tailleur, as he wound up his nine- 
sided epistle to the darling who was so soon to be his; “there's the 
letter—bless her !—now, what about a stamp?" 

Did you ever try to get a postage stamp on a Sunday evening in 
a shabby -genteel but ultra- pious neighbourhood? Oh, it's a 
coughdrop! 

Brave young Tailleur tried the pubs. first. They hadn't one left 
at the Turk’s Head and Toasting-Fork ; and the Horsecoper's 
Retreat had been done before. Poor young Tailleur was breaking 
down, when somebody said, “Why don’t you try the little news- 
paper shop—the little tobacconist’s—in Bunyanshields Road ; they 
might have one.” 

The little newspaper-cum-tobacco emporium in the Bunyan- 
shields Road was the main prop and support of a worthy and 
sympathetic old widow; and when young Tailleur entered, and 
despairingly asked for a stamp, she said, 

“Well, young man, | de keep an odd one now and then, but 
only for customers, an’ t’ oblige ‘em.” 

“Oh—well—I'll be a customer, if that’s all,” he said, as, suiting 
the action to the word, he deposited a penny upon the counter and 
took up—anything ; it chanced to be the current number of Zhe 
British Monkeynutmonger—a trade organ, as its name signifies— 
and waited for the stamp. 

“ You see, sir,” said the worthy dame, “there's nothink got out 
of sellin’ stamps; we on'y gets six fur sixpence, and there's no 
profit attached to that.” 

“ Ah, but you get the gummed edging in?” 

“Lor, sir—that’s a lot of use to anybody, that is!” 

“Oh, I don't know; it’s useful vou know——" 

“T know it comes in ‘andy at times for stickin’ things together.” 

“T should rather think 50. Why, do you know, ma‘am, I was 
told yesterday of a terrible case of distress at Battersea, where’a 
poor fellow and his wife were found actually sucking down the 
very thing we're talking of—postage-stamp edging—as hard, as 
they could go,” 

“Lor, sir!’ exclaimed the worthy woman, in horror, “What 
0 


“Why—why—” stammered young T.,28 he hastened to leave the 
shop, “for the very reason vou mentioned—gummed edging— 


we 


handy—keeping body and soul together! 


CHERIBY’S TRIUMPH. 


> 


_ No, T could not disguise it from myself; T was bezinning to get 
just a trifle uneasy at the course things were taking. It was alt 
Cheriby’s fault, 
too — Cheriby 
shares my 
chambers, you 
know — he 
would make 
himself so ridie- 
ulously pleasant 
to) Kitty; and 
she—instead of 
resenting his 
ill-bred familar- 
ity, as any rea- 
sonable being 
would have ex- 
pected, sheactu- 
ally permitted 
this repugnant 
Intimacy, seem- 
lng almost, an 
outsider) might 
have = thought, 
to derive a cer- 
tain amount ot 
gratitication 
from his atten- 
tions, 

But IT was de- 
termined to nip 
this intimacy 
with Cheriby in 
the bud, and | 
had a plan 
which I felt sure 
would have that 
desired effect. I would take Cheriby with me to Lady Swagger- 
leigh’s “At Home” next week, and there, out of his own mouth, 
by his coarseness and innate vulgarity should he be condemned. 

_ The eventful evening arrived, aud Cheriby and | dressed together 
in high good humour, he at the prospect of again meeting Kitty, I 
at that of his approaching downfall. 

Lady Swaggerleigh expressed herself delighted when IT intro- 
duced Cheriby, “ Your presence is doubly welcome,” she told him, 
gushingly, “for, oh, I'm so short of mento-night. J dv hope you're 
musical, Mr. Cheriby.” 

“ Cheriby is a capital comic singer, Lady Swaggerleigh,” I inter- 
rupted. “You must really get him to give you a song.” 

“Oh, we shall be chattel” was the answer. “And you,” added 
our hostess, turning to me, “you will give us some recitations?” 

“ Delighted,” I replied, and ten minutes later I was called upon 
for my first. 
I chose Hu- 
gene Aram, 
but somehow 
couldn't put 
the necessary 
tire into it. I 
think, per- 
haps, it was 
that beast 
Fh ata 
— ting calmly 
fas sind contiden- 
/ tially to Kitty 
that upset me 
—and, yes, 
Y well — 1 con- 
fess it, Lw- 
gene Aram 
fell a tritle 
flat. 

And then 
Lady Swag- 
gerleigh 
called upon 
Cheriby, and 
with almost 
devilish — de- 
light | heard 
him strike up 
the prelude to 
one of his 
most outré 
songs, one 
that T knew must shock every delicate sensibility of his cultured 
audience. Miserable fool, to rush thus to his destruction! But 
why do they all crowd round him like that? Surely the wretched 
twaddle—why, dash it, they are actually laughing—pushing closer 
to hear! And then the awful truth dawned upon me—Cheriby 
had made a hit. 

There was almost a furore of applause as he finished ; everybody 
congratulated him, and Lady Swaggerleigh crossed to thank me 
for bringing him. “ Such an acquisition!" she whispered, Mad 
with rage, T determined to outdo Cheriby at all costs, and again I 
sousht my hostess, and told her I would give a@ scene from 
Macbeth. 

“Er—thank you,” she responded, hesitatingly, “but, er— 
perhaps—the fact is, everybody seems in rather a gay mood to- 
night, don’t you think, and—er—that delightful friend of yours is 
going to give 
us another 


Cheriby and I dressed together. 


A trifle fiat, 


Aud _ this 
to me!—me! 
Oh, it was 
too much! 
Blind with 
passion, | 
groped =omy 
way out into 
the street, 
and drove 
home. 

I was still 
formulating 
schemes of 
vengeance, 
when Cheri- 
by returned. 
“My dear 
fellow!” he 
cried, beam- 
ing all over 
his big, vul- 
gar, healthy 
countenance, 
“how can | 
ever thank 
you for your 
Introd uc- 
tion? = I—I 
wroposed to 
Kitty, to 
Miss Fair- 
love, in the conservatory during your se 
secepted me. No. T won't take any reft 
upon your being best mom at tie wedding, 


“One of his mest oulre suis.” 


ond recitation. and she's 
al; L absolutely insist 
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She. T want a nice photo, to complete my album. 
He, 1 will give you mine. 
She. Yes; anything will do. 


“Mother wants a pail of water, and nobody's got none,” 
“Go te the dairy, Bill, they are sure to have plenty, or 
how could they make the milk.” 


4% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 


‘Twas not seated in a comfortable stall at Drury Lane Theatre, nor ina luxurious 
Sauteuil at one of the many halls where they appear, that A. SLOPER interviewed 
those Gentlemen Acrobats, the marvellous Craggs. Mrs, Sloper says, as she glances 
at the partner of her jova and sorrows done up in vinegar-dreuched brown paper, she 
wishes to goodness gracious it had a been, adding that she “ hadn't patience with old 
idjeets a-practiceing of tumbling tricks at their time o' life, she hadn't.” No, the 
interview took place at the Craggs’ extensive gymnasium in the Kennington Road, 
and it is really no fault of those gentlemen if A. SLOPER's bump of amorousness is 
enlarged to an abnormal degree, nor can it be placed to their charge that one of his 
expressive eyes now wears an unaccustomed suit of solemn black. “ Stuff!" says 
Mrs, Sloper. “ But, my pet,” urges A. SLOPER, “you must really allow me to know 
best. You were not there, you know.” “No, thank ‘e'vins!” cried the strictly 
proper matron; “if I had a been, they'd have pitched me about, I expect, from one 
to the other like a Covent Garden cabbage.” ‘ My own,” reasoned the F.O.M., * you 


THE 


No, 271.—MIss ALICE HOLBROOK. 
“Have pity, fair enslaver of my heart.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Who would not fall a victim to such charms?"  -—-Lord Leb. 
“Would that I ne‘er had secn her fatal beauty."—The llun, Billy. 


‘A 
ae 


(1) The Laird, disgusted and despairing, leaves the Browside for ever. (2) When a French nail avalanche struck him, 


THE COMING HORROR. 


“What is this peculiar parcel, Mary ?” 
“ Please, sir, I think it’s a crinoline for the missus.” 


“My two-line part is the talk of 
the town, dear,”"—£ztract from Let- 
ter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._THE CRAGG FAMILY. 


forget tiat the Craggs are gentlemen acrobats.” Mrs. Sloper paused in the act of 
administering a poultice to his bruised boko. Her hand shouk so with emotion that 
the water-logged bread fell with a dull, quivering splash, to use a Zolaesque expres- 
sion, into the upturned rosy mouth of the Eminent. “‘Usband,' she cried, “1 staud 
rebuked.” “Stand anything you like, my love, but poultices,” he replied. “But hear 
me. While waiting for the Family in their gymnasium, I found to my hand trapeze, 
rings, dumb-bells, bars, clubs and what not. Ina weak moment I thought I would 
improve the occasion. You know the rest. But, bless you, when J. W. Cragg 3: Ww. 
is the boss— and his merry mer came in and handed me about with graceful ease, 
well, I liked it. I can say no more, except to add that I told the Johnnies I was su 
taken with their business that I had an idea of running a rival show, ‘The Sloper 
Family Gentlemen Acrobats,’ but on J. W. turning white, and remarking that that 
would mean ruin to them, ‘It’s off, dear boys,’ I cried, and then we all made for The 
Horns, and so home.” (A. 8. on a shutter, kindly lent by the genial host.) 


LAIRD AN ALIEN AND OUTCAST. 


(3) And McParritch said, “It wid ha’e been a peety if the wee divil had gane awa’ withoot somethiny Leiuz 


breseuted tae Lim,” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


That's the style, ladies and gentlemen! That's the kind of crowd I liketosee! Halfa moment, Cycle Show:—A more than three-mile tramp, we think, Entitles one to claima drink :—A very 
please, while [ open the doors. There, you're all comfortably seated now, so [ will ring Be the gud idea indeed, Of which the Navy stands in need :—He killed the gull, but had to pay For firing 
curtain at once.—TZhe great increase in railway rates Will ruin him, the farmer states:—When in the Thames “ highway.’—There you are, my hearties, that's the lot! However the theatrical 
youthful Tars from leace return, A rowdy character they earn :—This clever thief is caught,and managers may complain of the depression, no one can sav there's much of » frost about the entertain- 
will Spend just three months upon the mill :-—Upon his “ bike” does SLOPER go Tv view the Palace ments provided for his patrons weekly bv-—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


IL FAUT SOUFFRIR POUR ETRE BELLE. 
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: SLOPE likes to hear of the old ‘uns enjoyin’ themselves, Match 


between the Old Westminsters and the Old Carthusians, 


“Can I see your master?” “No, sir. Missis ‘as just sent 
‘im to bed for not nursing the baby properly.” 


Traveller (at refreshment bars. Would vou mind just 
elosing that door for a moment, miss. Im afraid) the 
draught might blow the ham sandwich down my throat. 


' 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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TOGETHER with theaseembling of Parliament comes the Eminent's 
period of worry aud dard work, The respousibilities alone which 
are his to contend with 
would overwhelm an ors 
dinary man, but A, SLO- 
PER bears them with 
that meeknue-s and re- 
signation which always 
characterises the great 
mind, Virst and fores 
most among the bills 
which “The Ancient” 
i+ promoting, is the one 
treating with Mothers. 
in-law. In the opinion 
of aimany  Sons-in-law, 
hanging is too good a 
fate for this muchly mia 
ligned individual ; there- 
fore, the Eminent has 
decided upon abolishing 
them altogether, The 
Bill advocating “ Free 
Drinks” is as good as 
passed, it having received 
the powerful assistance 
of Sir Wilfred Lawson. 
As for the Home Rule 
Bill, it will probably 
have to be shelved for 
sometime to come, The 
interests of the inhabit- 
ants of Shoe Lane have 
been too long neglected. 
A. SLoper’s battie-cry is, “Justice for everyone generally aud 
Shoe Lane in particular.” as 
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POLICEMAN GEORGE SKEATS, who is just retiring from the City 
Force, has been a Shoe Lane celebrity for many years, George had 
two important daily duties to perform, which he carried out with 
an unflinching sense of duty. The first was to keep the newsboys 
in order while the Standard was being published, and the second 
was to assist A. SLOPER from the Family barouche when the Old 
‘Un came home tired from an afternoon tea. Kind old George 
Skeats ! oe 
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OWING to the immense success of Charley's Aunt,and the great 
demand for seats, Mr. Penley finds the limits of the Rovatlty 
Theatre totally inadequate, and has therefore secured the Globe, 
to which house he will transfer Charley's Aunt on Monday, 
January 30th. o* 
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PADEREWSKI, the idol of Society, the petted of lovely woman, 
has, we understand, had his hair cut, That this serious operation 
was vot of his own sevking, 
those who have had the Sul ule 
opportunity of beholding are 
and marvelling at the illus- 
trious pianist’s wild and 
fearsome locks will readily 
appreciate. No; a malady 
whichatonetime threatened 
to be serious attacked him 
during his voyage to 
America, and his hirsute 
encumbrance was removed 
under medical advice. Pro- 
vided. of course, that the 
loss of his hair does not in 
any way affect his perform- 
ances, the incident is a mate 
ter for general satisfaction, 
the only mar to which is 
the reflection that before 
long the locks of the dis- 
tinguished maestro will in 
all probability. be thicker 
and more luxuriant than of 
yore. ace 
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Tue St. Bride's Youths’ 
Instiute, 11 Shoe Lane, 
opposite “The Sloperies ’ 
(ring the top bell and 
snecze twee), was well on 
the scvop on Saturday even- 
ing, January 14, when Mr. 
Ernest Walcot gave his Humorous Entertainment. A. SLoprr 
was present, but disguised ns a St. Bride's youth, and he as ina 
position to affirm that Mr, Walcot is no spring chicken in the art 
of making peuple laugh. =e 
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A. SLoper’s Stall at the Royal Aquarium, Westminster, which 
contiuus some highly interes ing Sloperian Exhibits, as everyone 
knows, has just been lighted by the Bristol Electric Safety Lamy 
people, of 63 Queen Victoria Street. They have fitted up cig! 
eight-candle power lamps with four K-type batteries and eizi 
suspension - holders, and the effect is singularly pretty. Ti 
Bristol! Electric representative charges the accumulators regularl. 
after which he and ALLY adjourn to ove of the bars and drink th: 
combined healths of the * HALF ‘UN " and the Lamps, A. SLOPEK 
sometimes thinks he sees mo e than eight lamps, but in this he is 
mistaken—there really are only eight. 

Ld 
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THE continued depression in things theatrical seeins in no way 
to have affected the booking of 7reeper Clairette, at the Oper: 
Comique. The piece: 
bounds on as merril.. 
as ever, with thecon- 
sequence that the 
house is crowded 
nightly with an ap- 
preciative and = en- 
thusiastic audience. 
Several changes have 
been made since the 
initial performance, 
with the result that 
itis improved almost 
out of alll no vledge. 
Willie Maan and 
his charmitg wife, 
Alice Atherton, are, 
of course, the main- 
stay of the piece, and 
their rendering of 
the characters 
allotted them is in 
every way worthy 
their reputation, 

* 
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MILDEW CouURT 
is upside down with 
R joy,and A, SLOPER’S 
fairly on the scoop. A lady hving in Colwyn Bay has dropped a 
hiue that she 1s going to settle money on the Family. Marble 
Hails may yet be the order of the day for ALLY, Farewell, then, 
tu ye sign of ye Zhree Brass Balle, 


‘music + hall ditty has at 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


AN “ Actress in the Bankruptcy Court,” as the gentlemen who 
evolve the sensational newspaper posters would lave it, is uot exe 
actly unknown in’ this 
merry island of ours; but 
in America, if we are to 
believe the statement of 
a San Francisco journal, 
there isat the present time 
a sort of epidemic of this 
sort of thing. Half the 
Indies of the profession 
seem to be filing their 
petitions, but | whether 
from ueerssity or the pro- 
spect of ndvertisement 
isanopenquestion, What 
a pity it is that some of 
these extravagant damsels 
do not take a lesson in 
economy from) many of 
the “Friv.” girls, who 
manage somehow to pur- 
chase diamonds, sealskins, 
and keep a smart little 
victorinon their anything 
but fabulous enrnings. 


* 

On Friday evening, the 
20th of January, two 
forms, linked arm in arm, 
were to be seen bound- 
ing into the Oxford. 
(ne of the forms was 
Mr. H. Newson- Smith; the other was A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M- 
Both had dined. They had looked in at the Pricate Veew to 
see all was rizht for the re-opening the following night. After 
examining every book and corner of the building, A. SLOPER said 
he saw nu objection to the public being admitted at the prices 
arranged, ‘The Tirectors having thanked him for his valued 
opinion, A, SLOPER withdrew and epent the remninder of the 
eveving viling his uvula with the literati of Fleet St:eet. 

ss 
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THE lettera which we have fur some weeks past reproduced in 

the Editor's Letter-Box not only show the manner in which the 
moneys received on behalf of our “Christmas Appeal” are dis- 
tributed, but also the vast extent of misery, privation and suffer- 
ing which SLOPER is so anxious, in however small a degree, to 
lessen. But ALLY can't do it all himself, That weekly pound of his 
makes a big hole in his finances as it is, and he wants every one of 
his readers to help in this good work in however small a way. 
Now, then, look out! the immortal chapeau is coming round your 
way. Get your money ready, please. 

J 


* 
THAT clever mimic, Miss Evelyn Hughes, whose speciality con- 
sista in the imitation of the iustrious Chevalier, received a 


“command” to perform 

before the Queen at Wind- @NOCMED EM 
IN Tek O40 
KENT BoA05 


sor Inst week. Owing to 
the unaccountable absence 
of our extra-special-Scotch 
correspondent, laid on for 
the occasion, we are unfor- 
tunately not ina position 
to inform our readers or 
enter into any details of 
the performance, or stite 
whether her Majesty went 
into eestacies over the pa- 
thos of “The Future Mrs, 
*Awkine” and “Our Lit- 
tle Nipper,” or more ap- 
preciaied the rougher 
humours of & Wot Cher,” 
or “The Nasty Way ‘E 
Sez It." Now that the 


length penetrated into the 
Court, we may look for- 
ward to the appearance 
there at no distant 
date of real variety 
“stars.” An entertains 
ment ne by, say, 
Dan “0, Bessie Bell- 
wood, Herbert Campbell, 
Marie Lloyd, Sam Red- 
fern, Little Tich, and a few other shining stars would be most 
distinctly refreshing, and calculated to make the entire Royal 
Household sit up and cough. » « 

= 


THE Mildewed Mariner has this day been pleased to confer 
the “Awara of Merit” chee CAPTAIN MCKAY, because he's a 
bold and gallant tar. “Veyther,” warbled the Cerulian-eved 
Cabin-boy, “doesn't it stir every feelin’ in ver bussim, to think of 
the Humbria’s capting a-goin’ about ‘appy and smilin’ when that 
there shaft broke, and maintainin’ horder and cheerfulness, as if 
nothink ‘ad ‘appened? “It do, it do, my boy,” replied the Old'Un, 
brokenly ; and father and son wandered thoughtfully into the 


Blue Anchor, and imbibed hot gros, to the toast of “ Our Navy. 
. 


= 

SITUATED on ye border of ye merrie Green of Islington, Collins's 
is, perhaps, one of the most popular as well as the cosiest of music- 
halls outside the magic West- 
End circle. Crowded houses 
nightly testify as tothe esteem 
in which it is held by the 
masses ne well as to the excel- 
lence of its programme. The 
company engaged there is not 
80 strong perhaps as, say, that 
of the Pavilion or Tivoli. 
Nevertheless, some excellent 
turns are given by artistes, 
most of whom are pounds 
above the avernge. 

. 
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THE twenty original Sloper 
Cartoon drawings by W. F. 
Thomas, which have been on 
view for some months past at 
the International Sportsman's 
Indastrin! Exhibition, Mel- 
bourne, have been presented by 
the F.O.M. to the Trustees. 
Mr. RK. Septimus Pryce writes 
that the drawings are to be 
hung in the Picture Gallery 
which is in connection with 
the Aquarium, so Melbourne 
will still be happy. The 
Victorian Sloperians are as 
fond of their “ HALF ‘UN " as 
the Hon. Billy is of new 
Bath-buns,  » « 
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“WE are told by a contemporary,” says the Globe, “that there 
isatribe in Central Africa among whom speakers in pubic debates 
are required to stand on one leg while speaking, and to speak only 
as long as they can so stand, Great Scott! And yet there are 
people who go about talking of the neces<ity of civilising the 
savages! This particular tribe can give us a lot of points yet. 


eee 
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(Saturday, January 28, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 41H FEBRUARY, 1893. 
———— 

20th January, 1819.—As a specimen of Frenchmen's 
ignorance of Engiaud, Muore, under this date, says: “Quin, the 
charity man, mentioned that a paragraph in our papers lately, 
riving an account of some etrangers being hustled at the Stock 
exchange, and a row taking place in consequence, was translated 
into the Freuch papers thus: ‘Monsieur Stock Exchange étoit 
échauffé.’” 


30th January, 1661, “Was the first solemn fast and day of 
humination to depiore tue sinns which so long had ah be d God 
against this afflicted church and people, order'd by Parliament to 
be annually celebrated to expiate the guilt of the execrable murder 
of the iate King” (Charles 1.). 


saedeecec tablet ee 
31st January, 1772.—" This day died Henry Croniwell, Esq., 
ureaeyramdson of Ouver Cromwell, of illustrious memory.” 


lst February, 1828.—A newspaper this day says: “The 
Paviion now im prosress on the margin of Virginia Water, in 
Windsor Great Park, is froma plan drawn by the King himeelf, 
and, when complete, will be one of the most useful as well as orna- 
mental buildings on that sequestered spot. During the summer 
months, and whilst the Roya! party are enjoying their fishing 
excursions on the beautitui lake, the dinner parties are to be given 


Ath February, 1874.—King Coffee's umbrella was this day 
capiured at Coomassie. 


A PROBLEM UNSOLVED. 
ALL the knowledges of the colleges, 
All the -isims, -osophies, -ologies, 
All the learning and discerning, all the wisdom of the age, 
Form a sempiternal basis 
For discussion in those places 
Where the sciences and appliances of the schools are all the rage. 


There geography, actinography, 
With cosmography and photography, 
Share amongst them the attention of the wise men of the day, 
Electricity’s queer complicities, 
And the sun-spots’ periodicities, 
In their turn are being treated in a very learned way. 


There be science’s best BP plisnces 
There the doctor (whose defiance is 
Hurled at comma-shaped bacteria of the cholera-microbe kind) 
Never wearies of new theories, 
Of the solving of strange queries, 
Of the triumphing over matter, and the dominance of mind, 


But—can knowledge’s deepest ‘ologies, 
Can pathologies of the colleges, 
Tell the history of this mystery that is haunting SLOPER still? 
Can they find a means of stating 
Why, wheneer there's any skating, 
SLOPER'S Office-boy is certain to be suddenly taken ill? 
—— 


HIS DREAD SUSPICION. 

“Dogs he bite?” asked the enamoured Hubert, pointing to a 
handsome forty-pound bull-terrier gazing out of his kenne! door, 

“Oh, don't tuk of that ; let us think only of the future, Hubert ;” 
and Beryl Boadicea Gillhooly gazed up into his eves with a wist- 
ful, will-the-old-man-ever-go-to-bed expression, “Let us think 
only of the future—the sweet seraphic future, when—" 

“Nay, nay, Beryl, ‘tis the present, not the future, tronbles me. 
I cannot, somehow, free my mind froma weird, dread suspicion.” 

At that moment a sewing machine agent, Whose clothing was 
fully as good as that of Hubert, was seen ascending the brow of 
the hill, He entered the portals of Clothes-proppe Castle, and 
went up the front steps. Ina little while he came back hurriedly 
and the dog waa seen to be at play with a large torn piece of plaid 
“trousering.” Hubert kissed Beryl Boadicea hurriedly, and showed 
an anxiety to start for the tramway terminus, 

* When—when will you return, Hubert 2?” she asked. 

* Oh—er—about July or August,” he said, releasing himself from 
her grasp. 

“And why do you wait so long, darling?” 
: “ Tea he said, “they won't muzzle the confounded dogs 
ill then!’ 


—_— 


THEY PARTED AT THE BALL. 

THE bright rays of the electric light fell lovingly upon the 
flushed and ruby countenance of Alfredo de Boko Frankash as he 
stood by the bandstand in the ball-room at Covent Garden, with a 
far-away look in his liquid eves and Mattietta de Mulliganivet, his 
heart's present idol, upon his arm, As the two gentle lovers 
watched the festive throng, there stole over Mattietta’s Secret-of- 
the-Toilet brow a witching expression, and she murmured in low 
and agitated tones— 

“ Alfredo, dearest, hast thy loving glance noted yon tables, where 
fickle youths aud fair maidens are wading into the supper of 
Benoist?” 

The pale intellectual brow of Alfredo became corrugated with the 
intensity of his emotion as he replied— 

“Little one, my thoughts were on the mazy dance.” 

Mattietta’s bosom rose and fell, and she asked ina tremulous 
whisper— 

“Thou wilt not stand one bottle?” 

For a moment Alfredo was silent, and naught disturbed the deep 
impressiveness of the ecene, save the laughter of the dancers. 
Then the heart-broken youth, fixing his eye on Mattietta’s marble 
face, whispered, in an agitated tone— 

“ Mattietta, it cannot be. Mine uncle, oh, mine uncle!” The 
words seemed to inspire Mattietta, Her thin lips parted in a low, 
scornful laugh,and from between her pearly three-pound-i-full-set- 
and-the-old-roots-pulled-for-nothing teeth, she hissed— 

“Then we part! Choose, choose,” she continued ; “no bottle, no 
Mattie ta!” 

The youth, unable to master the deep emotion, turned away to 
hide the tear which trickled down his pale cheek and hung 
lovingly from the end of his nose, sparkling in the reflected light 
with the glory of a dozen diamonds. Touched by this silent mani- 
festation of grief, Mattietta placed her gloved hand upon his arm, 
and with naught to hear her, but a few hundred of Alfredo's most 
intimate friends, she asked again— 

“No sparkling this evening?” 

Turning once more to the trustful creature, Alfredo, in a subdued 
voice, from which the traces of emotion had not yet vanished 
whiaperec— 

“ Not this evening ; s'm’ other evening.” 

With magnificent scorn written on her writhing features, 
Mattietta replied— 

“ Good evening.” 

And she swept away. 

The electric stara looked down with pitving tender gleams upon 
the maidens coyly sipping temperance beverages, and, as the dying 
strains of the band were heard in the affecting melody, “Get your 
hair ent,” Alfredo stood alone, Thus had two loving souls been 
wrecked over a simple pint of Pommery. 
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Saturday, January 23, 1898.) 
GERMAN SCOTCH. 


[It is stated that some Scutch Whisky is now made in Germany.) 


WHERE'ER you may abide 
"Tis suid on ev'ry side 
Great Britain hos a trade that’s always free; 
But Freedom's po more ours 
For to add to life's worst 
suits, 
For evrything is made iu Ger- 
inanee. 
Now whisky, you would 
think, 
Is atruty British drink, 
And nota lotion made beyond 
the sea; 
1) But, alas! we now all learn 
(And it gives us great con- 
cern) 
Scotch Whisky, too, is made in 
Germance. 


But there's a patri-ot 
(You will spot him on the 


spot) 
Who, failing his “ Unsweet- 
ened,” drinks Whiskee ; 
But we venture now to thiuk 
‘4 That even he won't drink | 
Scotch Whisky that is made in Germanee ! 
a 


A TRIFLING SACRIFICE. 


Ir was th» first of the Hopscotch Cinderellas (tickets 3s. 67., re- 
freshments included), and the flower and chivalry of all Stoke 
Newington had gathered there that night, for who among her 
daughters who aspired to be considered within the pale of Society— 
which of her sons possessed of sufticient capital to redeem his dress- 
suit, dared be missed from the brilliant throng? Joyously the 
final waltz. discoursed by the inebriated violin and a pianist ina 
hurry to catch his train, fell upon the ear, and the soft, sweet 
strains were wafted gently upon the perfumed air to where 
in the cool, dimly-tit conservatory a couple sat alone; he gazing 
into her eyes, lost in wonderment—in admiration of her glorious 
beanty; she, regal in her stately loveliness, absorbing ham saud- 
wiches and claret-cup with all the dainty avidity of lovely woman 
who has had nothing since lunch-time, 1t was asweet picture, for 
who but could read his secret 
in his eves—the secret he bonged 
vet feareatotell. Yes, shy,timid, 
dittident of nature; weak, frail, 
almost insignificant as he was 
of body, he loved this Juno-like 
beauty with a oer | absorbing 
passion; worshipped her with all 
the power of an intellect im- 
measurably superior to that of 
many ® man who would have 
laughed him from the field of 
sport, scorned even his wildest 
pretentions to muscular Chris- 
tianity. And now, now this 
glorious creature wis beside him, 
and he—yes, sneer at his etfemi- 
‘vy, his timidity who may, he 
acked not the courage to put 
his fate to the test, and, pro 
strating himself at her feet. he 
poured forth in language wild 
bat convincing the story of 
his passion, 

And does this Queen of Beauty spurn the humble supplicant 
from her throne, condemn him to life-long wretchedness with one 
proud, withering glance from those glorious eyes? Nay, with 
qneenly condescension, she bids him rise ; tells him—oh, rapture !— 
that she can, she does, care for him; yes—oh, sweet. welcome, 
never-to-be-forgotten words—that she actually loves him. Aut— 
and the wildly, joyously throbbing heart of her lover stands still 
at the ominous word—" She can never, never consent ta he his, 
unti!—une; —— 

“Cail waai, my queen?” he asked, passionately, “Ou, donoi, 
do not dash thas rudely to the ground the hopes, 1 would do any- 
thins—anything to win vou, [—" 

“Yes, [ know,” she interrupted, “but this—this is so greata 
sacrilice—one that few men : 

“Dearest!” he cried, enthusiastically, “why do you doubt me? 
Ask me what you will, ‘tis already granted.” 

“Ah,” responded the fair givl, just a tritle sadly, “do not he too 
rash. Would you"—and she fixed her lustrous orbs pleadingly 
upon him—* would you give up your beloved tobacco fur—for the 
sake of me?” 

For a moment her lover spoke no word, and then a joyous, 
happy smile mingled with the relief expressed upon his features, 
“ Darling!" he cried, gaily, “you cannot guess the load you have 
taken off my mind. [—l only smoked because [ wished to appear 
Quiniy in your eves, bat if you only knew the agonies | have 
iffered over a pipe, the awful effects of a cigar, you would recog: 
tise how readily, how gladly [eomply with—-" 

“Sav no more, dear,” she exclaimed, “I am wholly thine.” And 
re the last strains of the waltz died away, he had stoleu the first 
weet tribute of aifection, 
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GIRLS OF THE «*FRIV." 
No, 83.—DorotTHy GREEN. 


Dorotuy GREEN has a “ Friy.” 
girl been she!) 
(And a right good “ Friv.” girl 
Por years thirteen, but she wont, I 
ween, 
Much longer a @ Friv.” girl be. 
In her life's fair prime, of a fearful 
crime 
She lias justly convicted been ; 
And, as long us she ives, [ shall 
close the “ Friv.’s” 
Stage dvor on Dorothy Green! 


From the skies above came the 
God of Love. [me: 
And he pil ered my heart from 
And, with pain profound, | wan- 
dered around [be! 

To tind where that heart mote 
And | learned at last to whom it 
had pas<ed, [swollen 
And mv cheeks with tears were 
As | suid to Miss G., © 1 declare 
you to be [stolen !" 

A receiver of goods that are 


Then lisped MissG., “If you think 
by me (Cupid. 
Your heart was tav’en from 
be You shou'd bind me fast, while my 
Nees life shall last, 
Vith a—plain gold ring. vou stupid! 
4 Awd che would vot part with the stoien heart, 
And T hadn't the heart to make her: 
Sewith Love'a strong band on her tiny band 
Vila prisoner straightway take her! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——- 


NortH Bow, E., January 12, 1893. 
Dear S1r,—I1 am greatly your debtor for Twenty Tickets 
received this day, They will rejoice many hearts, and do a large 
amount of real good to the very deserving poor of this large 
ueighbourhood.—With sincere thanks, yours vers truly, 
E, SCHNADIORST. 


ELIZABETH CoTTAGE, LONGLEY STREET, BERMONDSEY, S.E., 
January 14, 1893, 

DEAR S1R,—On behalf of the poor that | work among, T return 
you many thanks for the Half-crown Tickets you so kindly sent 
forthem, [tis areal blessing to that class of people, and I feel 
assured they are much appreciated by them.—l am, sir. yours 
faithfully, H. HITCHCOCK 

(London City Missionary), 


12 NOEL STREET, ISLINGTON, January 17, 1893. 
DEAR MR. SLoPER,—I have to thank you for Twenty Tickets 
sent for the destitute poor, and | wish 1 could convey to you the 
gratitude of the recipients, but that is impossible to express, All 
were truly thankful to the kind donors. Some were widows with 
large families, others with their husbands prostrated in sickness. L 
do trust that you will be enabled to help again,—Yours faithfully, 

PHILIP GAST 
(Minister, Spencer Place Chapel, Goswell Road). 


———_—————. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 150.—HE S1GNs THE PLEDGE, 

IT was a Saturn's evening, 

Old SLOPERS work was done, 
And he all day, as one might say, 

Had been very much out in the sun; 
In fact, it’s true that he hadn't got through 

His Christmas aud New Year's fun. 


He had squandered all his possibles, 
His last red ceut was blued, 

And so, to his sorrow, he went on the Boro’ 
Ina jovial sort of mood: 

Then from bottle and pot imbibed till he got 
What is vulgariy known as “ screwed.” 


And a man with an “M" came round 
And said to the Cask of Gin, 

“Now then, move on! Quick march! Begone!" 
But the Grog-shop grinned him a grin, 

And swore him an oath, «nd the copper was wroth, 
And he ran Old Coppernouse in, 


Court Mildew on Sunday was pawned for bail, 
And the Fossil 2 parchment got: 

“If you dou't report at the Southwark Court 
In the morning, you base old Bot! 

You will owe ten pounds to the Queen—odzounds ! 
And will otherwise cop it hot.” 


So the Fabric, not wishing to be in debt 
To Our Gracious Lady the Queen, 

In Southwark Dock at ten o'clock 
On the Mouday morn was seen, 

With his hair combed straight on his hairless pate, 
And wearing his soberest mien, 


Said Phenwick, the judge, “What, drunk agaiu?” 
Said SLoPER, “ Yes, drunk as a judge. 

‘Twas my birthday, air—I was five-and-thir-——" 
And the magistrate answered, “ Fudge ! 

If vou now deciine the pledge to sign, 
You shail off to the treadmill trudge.” 


“What, sign the pledge?” cried the Cask of Gin. 
Yes, sign or go to the mith.” 

And SLOPER gusped, and lovingly clasped 
‘The bottle he carried still. 

“Now, tell me, oid Crow, will you sign or no?” 
And the Soaker replied, * 1 will.” 


“ Discharged,” said the beak. Said SLoPER, “Yum!” 
And drew from his gin-thisk its stopper, 

And took a long puil, then his name wrote in full 
On the pledge he had got for his topper ; 

Which he still has on sile asa proot of the tale 
Of how he was copped by a copper. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £164 168 77. 

SINCE RECEIVED: - ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
“RABEL,” 2s. Gd.; MUSICAL PALMERS, 58,; A. J. YOUNG, 2. 6d.: G.A.F., 18.3 
Jkssté C. ADAMS, Is. 6d.; DEL, 38. 6d.; M. M.. £2; EVY, 2s. 6d.; THE “SMITH 
FAMILY,” 1s. 6d; Tom C., 108; HENRY WYNDUAM. £1; J. GRANT ANDREW, 
18.; “ FUSA,” 1s.; THANKFUL WORKMAN, 58.; C. LESLIE, SWIPTE, F.O.S., 7s. 6d.; 
Collected by E. A. P., 68.; REPOLSYLIA, 2s. 6d.; per MABEL R. DUDLEY, $8.; 
G. A. FoRDUAM, |s.; D., Is.; CARL HERTZ, 10s. 6d. 

Making a total received up to January 17th, 1893, £172 9s. 19d. 


THE REASON WHY. 


T WENT to bid my love good-bye, 
To hear her sigh, to see her cry, 
And, nestling nigh, to deftly dry 
The tear that started from her eye, 
To watch the colour mantling high 
Up in her cheek, to hear her speak 
In accents weak that word “Good-bye!” 


She did not ery, she did not sigh, 
She did not blush with mantling flush, 

She did not say she wished to die, 

She simply said the word “ Good-bye !" 
Oh! why? oh! why? 

Yet, while the word she strove to spenk, 

A something gtiatened on her cheek,— 
Oh! why? oh! why? 


My love was laced too tight to sigh! 

She could not—would not—dared not ery 

For fear the tears might blear her eve! 

So thick the face-wash on her cheek, 

She could not biush—she could but speak ! 

Yet something glistened on her cheek,— 
Oh! why? oh! why? 


Towards my love T drew more nigh, 
And on that something fixed my eye; 
And then I saw the reason why :— 
The patent face-wash wasn't dry ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Tt must not be said that the Adelphi actors are gambling because 
they are playing A Lest Para-dice. = 

THE acting of Vaulton has never vet Paulton anybody, 

SETTING his Wits to Work: SLOPER giving his screedists sub- 
jects te sereed on, 

VANITY of Fanny-Tis; Fanny sitting before the mirror an hour 
or two admiring herself, 

AT all *Eventa” : The hookmaker. 

In View, vet ont of Sight: The letrér V. 

ABOVE Par, iu America: A sensational headline, 


SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


CHAPTER IX, 

Mr. HARMON viewed the development of Mr. George Smith's 
Anatomy from its meagre proportions to stately obesity with muels 
anxiety, George 
Smith had been 
undoubted ly 
useful, and he 
had no desire 
to part with 
him, but it was 
evident that he 
had outgrown 
the role of 
crocodile, and 
that it was time 
to look out for 
an understudy, 
The laces ot tne 
skin might 
burst at any 
moment, and 
the disaster 
would be fatal, 
But the astute 
proprietor saw 
that there 
were still possi- 
bilities in 
George. He 
argued that one 
who could put 
on weight so 
rapidly in’ an 
unscientific 
wav could be 
made to de- 
velope flesh at 
a great rate under supervision and a really proper course of training. 

And, besides, other things were distinctly in favour of aiding 
George Smith towards the attainment of his ambition, great as it 
was, The fit man had hinted that the life he had been jeading waa 
becoming irksome. He had a longing to start a public-house, and 
sit beneath the shadow of his own beer-pump. One day he gave 
notice that he would like to give up his situation at the end of 
three months. This intimation precipitated the fortunes of George. 
An understudy for the crocodile’s part was picked up one day, and 
George Smith went into training at once for the position of leading 
attraction of Harmon's Colossal Aggregation of Natural Curiosities, 

Day by day his weight was noted, and he was carefully fed on the 
most oleaginous food, A constant condition of masterly inactivity 
was enforced upon 
him, and ere the period 
when the fat man 
retired had arrived, George 
Smith scaled within three 
pounds of his rival's avoir- 
dupois. 

The “business” of a fat 
man is comparatively easy 
of acquirement. As a rule, 
he has only to stand round 
and be admired. There are, 
of course, occasions when 
there are variations in this 
simple programme. It some- 
times occurs that inquisitive 
people insist on pinching 
the legs and arms of the 
exhibit with a view to 
ascertaining if it is all 
genuine, and such incidents 
are hard to bear, more 
especially when a spot be- 
comes tender by too fre- 
quent pinching; but his 
predecessor in office 
assured him he would get 
used to it in time, and 
would ultimately feel no 
inconvenience. The only 
thing he had to dread was 
the wild, untsumed school- 
boy. As a rule, he was 
dangerous, but he was 
doubly so if he was of a 
scientific turn of mind. When he developed such a tendency, he 
had a weakness for sticking a pin in the object of his inveetiga- 
tions, No fat man had, up to date, been able to bear this without 
being hypnotised, and the best way to keep an eye on him and 
kick early and effectively. 

George Smith felt like a hero when he first trod the boards of 
the caravan and made the little stage shake with his colossal tread 
as he staikyd to and fro in the character of the Scottish giant. 
George was not a Scot, but that mattered not, The garb of the 
Scottish nation—as it is seen among tourists—was an admirable 
one forexhibiting the proportions of a giant, and therefore Scottish 
he became, so that he might don the philibeg and discard the 
trousers of civilisation with- 
out question, In order that 
he might be as completely as 

ossible identified with the 
bad of his adoption, he also, 
in public, discarded the some- 
what commonplice name of 
Smith, and adepted Sandy 
Macpherson as amore romin- 
tic stage name. 

In every town the Harmon 
Colossal Aggregation visited, 
Sandy Macpherson’a name 
appeared in huge letters on 
the hoardings, His height was 
increased by every device 
known tothe shoemaker's art ; 
his girth was magnified with 
the nid of a dishonest tape- 
line ; and his age was reduced 
to a term of years that wonld 
suggest that he was. still 
growing. Mr. Harmon was 
delighted with the result of 
Sandy's change of réle, and 
voluntarily raised his) salary 
to a pound a week, with 
suitable increases at stated 
periods, which, together with 
the voluntary collection he 
was now allowed to make, 
caused the giant's store of cofn 
to accumulate rapidly. His 
food, too, was now of the richest and most ample quantity, Tt was 
imperative that his size should be maintained, and as his cresntiess 
increased, his face assumed a beautiful oily glow that was posi 
tively entrancing to people who admired that very peenlior sia te 


of beauty, 


The development. 


Within three ponnds of his rival. 


The Scottish Giant, 


(710 be continued neat week.) 


~ 


THE “F.O.S.". PORTRAIT GALLERY. NOT WHAT SHE WANTED: 


‘ 
\ 
i 
' No, 292. Mit. Epwarnp Ricntoy, F.O.8. 
“A Righton by name and a rizht ‘un by nature, our noble 
friend may be congratulated on possessing qualities far above 
f the common or garden order, Born at a period when all good He. Can Thave a dance? First Fair One, Won't your wife be jealous ? 
people are in bed and asleep, it was a few weeks before he coull 
grasp the situation. When he did so, the consequences were a Ile, Oh, no, she's never jealous, First Fair One, Oh, then you cannot have a dance, 
series of nueartnly yells, followed by a few uncomplimentary 
remarks by Papa Righton, of whom Edward was the subject, In 
spite of this, however, the youthful scion of a noble race thrived WASTED GENEROSITY. 
and grew rapidly, until at the age of seven years he bad almost 
reached the average stature allotted to man, At this period he 
fell in love with the pretty wife of the family milkman, pro- 
posed, and was decline! without thanks, From this period his 
vrowth, as far as the body was concerned, stopped altogether. 
Not so his mind. Developing by leaps and bounds, it soon 
became too large for the frame that held it, and the question of 
enlarging it by artificial means was freely discussed. But 
Edward would have none of it, and in spite of expostulation, he 
left home and made the best of his way to London. Arriving at 
that great city, he at first reevivel more kicks than ‘a‘pency ; 
but by dint of perseverance he soon rose to the top of the pro- 
fession he had adopted, viz. the stage, anl remains there still. 
Chiefly because he's an excellent comedian, Righton was created 
7.0.5. and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him March 
7, 1HH4." —Dehrett Improved, 
j 
f 
? 
i 
b 
¥ Marquis Scatterbrain. Dash it all, Cady! d'ye—ah—see this 
‘ heat? Why, the thing fits me like a demmed extinguisher ! 
Cady. Very sorry, my lord ; but, in future, hadn’t you best try 
your hat on overnight ? 
(1) “Look here, Sue,” observed Stonebroke to his spouse the other morning, “ that 
whisky your mother sent us fora New Year's gift is about the cruellest muck in the 
world, You'd better chuck it ont or keep it to poison tramps with.” “Nothing of way. Ha, ha! W.hoop! 
the sort,” replied Mrs. S.. who isa woman of resource. “I'll send it fora present to 
; your miserly old grand-dad down in the country. He'll think it a delicate attention, 
; and will most likely do something handsome for us when he goes off." ——(2) Stone- ain't spoke a word since! 
broke received a telegram two days later—*Come at once. Grandfather dying. 
Hurry up.” “ Hooray!" he yelled, “the old chap'’s sure to leave us the ‘bits’ now! 
he'll be so pleased with our little gift. Chuck your hat on and let's be off at once, sent. me that there whisky. 
' Must be in at the death."——(3) “I wish to goodness, Pebbly, that you would com- 
¢ pose yourself a little,” observed Mrs. Stonebroke, as they hastened stationwards ; 
A PITIABLE CASE. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 
——— =e ‘gues & te met merivenet *h tremnp, 
“Tm questioning whether T shall be bald before 'm white, or 
white before I'm bald.” “Put up for my club, old boy, that'll 
settle it: you'll jolly soon be black-balled.” 
} 
i | 
% ] 
, | 


“Yon see, Roh indulges me in every whim, our servants 
give me no trouble, my dressmaker fits me, and I don't even 
want a new bonnet ; so I've absolutely nothing to grumble 
at, and it makes me very miserable indeed.” 


— — Ness 
“WHERE DID YOU GET THAT HAT?" 


Londou : Printed by DaLttEL BROTUERS, at their Camden Press, High Strect, N.W.,and Published ty the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, January 28, 1893. 
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32 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


No. 46.— Tessie. 


(Saturday, January 28, 1893, 


“ people will hardly believe that you are really sorry for the dear old grandpa if you 
don't.” “I can't help it, my dear,” shouted S. “Tell ‘em I always show my grief this 
Hooray! It’s no use, I can't leave off !"——(4) “Ah!” 
observed Stonebroke's Uncle Bill, “ it’s a awful blow to us all, ain't it? We found the 
old ‘un a-layin’ on the floor like this ‘ere, kind o' speeciiless, as you may say, and 'e 
‘E's a-goin' to be took from us, you may depend.”"——(5) 
Grandfather (reviving suddenly), He, he! Bring usa poto’ four ale. I've got a ‘ead 
on me like a loot, ‘an’ a wonderfal dry thirst! It were my grandson as—wighk !— 
I shall cut ‘im off witha shillin’! I ain't been so bally 


—urghk !—drunk since George III.’s jubilee. He, he!"——(6) Then Stonebroke 
came to the conclusion that it was time he departed homewards. 


A YOUTHFUL LOGICIAN. 


Jim. D’jeer, Bill? yer ain't swept that straight. 
Bill, Garn away ! ‘Oo jer fink wants a straight crawsin’ w'en 


“e comes outer the Pigginwistle ? 


